ACT TWO
SCENE I
Theentrancehallofthe'B'BiiVE's house. A large door in the back. It is night*
[The BRIDE enters wearing ruffled white petticoats full of laces and
embroidered bands, and a sleeveless white bodice. The SERVANT is
dressed the same way.]
SERVANT: Til finish combing your hair out here.
BRIDE: It's too warm to stay in there.
SERVANT: In this country it doesn't even cool off at dawn.
[The BRIDE sits on a low chair and looks into a little hand minor. The
SERVANT combs her hair.]
BRIDE: My mother came from a place with lots of trees - from a
fertile country.
SERVANT: And she was so happy!
BRIDE: But she wasted away here.
SERVANT: Fate.
BRIDE: As we're all wasting away here. The very walls give off heat*
Ay-y-y! Don't pull so hard.
SERVANT: I'm only trying to fix this wave better. I want it to fill
over your forehead.
[The BRIDE looks at herself in the mirror.]
How beautiful you are! Ay-y-y!
[She kisses her passionately.]
BRIDE [seriously]: Keep right on combing.
SERVANT [combing]: Oh, lucky you - going to put your arms around
a man; and kiss him; and feel his weight
BRIDE: Hush.
SERVANT: And the best part will be when you'll wake up and you'll
feel him at your side and when he caresses your shoulders with his
breath, like a little nightingale's feather!
BRIDE [sternly]: Will you be quiet
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